NOVEMBER

THE Coronation procession of the King of
a  Square Mile takes place, wet or fine,
rain, sun, or snow, on the ninth of Novem-
ber.

You are passing down Gheapside towards noon,
You notice, in those narrow lanes opposite Bow
Church which lead to Guildhall, strange, varied
assemblies. In one short street a squadron of
cavalry sit their horses ; in another a company of
marines or of foot guards stand easy ; a third is
congested by decorated lorries gay with bunting
on whose extemporized stages fair maidens sym-
bolize the glories of Empire ; a fourth may be full
of boy scouts or anti-aircraft guns ; a sixth may
shelter the mounted band of the Honourable
Artillery Company ; a seventh may hold cars
drawn by shire stallions on which one or other of
the City Livery Companies has staged the drama
of its craft.

You linger in these narrow streets, conscious that
the spirit of the Middle Ages has inhabited a
Georgian body, for the soul of the Lord Mayor's
Show is medieval while its figure is eighteenth-cen-
tury : periwigged, silk-stockinged, velveted,rapiered.
The decorated car on which a band of beautiful
typists represent the bounties of Australia is older by
several centuries than the Lord Mayor's Golden
Coach !

When the great magistrates of the Middle Ages
rode or rowed in state to submit their loyalty to
the King, or to his justiciar, at Westminster, the
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